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like a miniature Terence. Kathleen was fair and small-boned like
me.
I can't afford a baby sitter more than once a week Anyhow a
movie by yourself hardly seems worth the expense and the effort
of a long wait to the bus stop, a long ride to the theater, and the
return trip with nobody to talk to. I have no friends. There is noth-
ing special or unusual about me, and parties are built around cou-
ples. A week ago I heard a party going on a few doors down the
block. I went out in the back yard, walked along the alley, and lis-
tened to the laughter and the talk. Then I climbed up on a trash
box where I could see them dancing. In the dark I almost cried.
Evening after evening, I sit waiting for bedtime, eating out my
heart with loneliness. Terence has been urging that we remarry, and
IVe seriously considered it. Last night he visited me, and again
suggested marriage. I was so glad of company, I was tempted. But
it was the same old thing.
When I turned on the hi-fi, I chose "Moonglow," which is quiet
and soothing. I like soft music. Terence has a good musical educa-
tion and an exceptionally true ear, but he likes his music lotiA He
changed the record to "Chinatown," and the noise practically blew
off the roof. I demanded he take his record off.
Albert then jumped in the family fracas. He wanted to play a
piece on the piano to show how his playing had improved. Terence
is determined that Albert play the piano well, but right then Ter-
ence wanted to argue with me that "Chinatown** is a better pop
tune than "Moonglow." He and Albert got into a dispute that
wound up with Albert being sent out of the room. I felt sorry for
the kid.
Later in the evening Terence explained I'd have to wait for the
money he owes me, although my rent is overdue. Then he started
to kiss me, and I pushed him away from me. He got mad and I got
mad and we had another of our ugly quarrels. Terence was still in
a towering rage when he left, but next week end he is bound to
visit us again.
Tm not happy divorced. But I don't see how Terence and I can